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As shook the towers down of the foes of God
At the seventh sounding? yet we stand and laugh
That hear  such brave breath blown and stormlike

speech

Fly round our ears : is it because your war,
My lords, is waged with women, that ye make
Such woman's war on us ?

Mar (ivithouf).                 Madam, we come

To take you from his hand that is your shame,
And on his shameful head revenge that blood
Which was shed guiltless \ hither was he fled,
We know, into your shelter: yield him up,
Ere yet worse come than what hath worst come yet

QUWL   There is none here to die by you but I,
And none to mock you dying.  Take all your swords;
It is a woman that they came to slay,
And that contemns them; go not back for fear ;
Pluck up your Hearts ; one valiant stroke or twain,
And ye are perfect of your work, and I
For ever quit of treason ; and I swear,
By God's and by his mother's name and mine,
Except ye slay me presently, to have
Such vengeance of you and my traitors all
As the loud world shall ring with ; so to-night
Be counselled, and prevent me, that am here
Yet in your hands; if ye dare slay me not,
Ye are dead now here already in my doom:
Take heart, and live to mock it.

Mar.                                       He is fled.

Here boots us not to tarry, nor change words
With her that hath such vantage as to know